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to one whom I abhor; and do not drive me to
despair fay exerting your full power over inc.
ORGON [somewhat moved]. Firm, my heart;
none of this human weakness!
MARIAN E. Your tenderness for him causes me
no grief; indulge it to its fullest extent, give him
your wealth, and if that be not enough, add mine
to it; I consent to it with all my heart, and I
leave you to dispose of it. But, at least, stop short
of my own self; and allow me to end in the aus-
terities of a convent, the sad days which Heaven
has allotted to me.
QRGON. Ah, that is it! When a father crosses
a girl's love-sick inclination, she wishes to become
a nun. Get up. The more repugnance you fed
in accepting him, the greater will be your merit.
Mortify your senses by this marriage,, and do
not trouble rne any longer.
DORINE, But what . . .
QRGON. Hold your tongue. Meddle only with
what concerns you. I flatly forbid you to say an-
other word.
CLEANTE. If you will permit me to answer you,
and advise . . ,
ORCON. Your advice is the best in the world,
brother; it is well argued, and I set great stoic
by it: but you must allow me not to avail myself
of it.
ELMIRE [to her husband]. I am at a loss what
to say, after all I have seen; and I quite admire